XXVII.

THE  SIXTH  OF  OCTOBER.

^T T~ERSAILLES was at last finding rest: the
V royal family in the palace ; La Payette in the
Noailles mansion; the National Guard of Paris, wet
through with the rain, and worn out by a march to
which it was not accustomed, in the churches, the
quarters of the body-guard, and in private houses ;
the women and the men, with pikes, on the benches
of the National Assembly, in the barracks of the
French Guards, and the wine-shops. Those of the
populace who had no refuge had lit a large fire in
the Place d'Armes, and after cutting up and roasting
a wounded horse, had quietly fallen asleep in this
improvised bivouac.

Marie Antoinette, worn out by the emotions of
this painful day, had gone to bed at two in the morn-
ing. Before she went to sleep, she had told the two
ladies of her bedchamber, Madame Augui6 and
Madame Thibaut, to go to their beds, thinking that
for this night, at least, there was nothing to fear. She
owed her life the next day to the devotion which pre-
vented these two ladies from obeying this command.
All the lights were out, and Marie Antoinette was
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